scene i	PART SECOND	207
third deserter
'Tis like thee to be ungrateful, after putting away such a
skinful on't. I am as much Bristol as thee, but would as soon
be here as there. There ain't near such willing women, that are
strict respectable too, there as hereabout, and no open cellars.—
As there's many a slip in this country I'll have the rest of my
allowance now.
He crawls on his elbows to one of the barrels, and turning on his back
lets the wine run down his throat.
fourth deserter (to a fifth, who is snoring)
Don't treat us to such a snoaching there, mate.    Here's some
imore coming, and they 11 sight us if we don't mind!
Enter without a straggling flock of military objects, some with fragments
of shoes on, others bare-footed, many of the latter's feet bleeding. The
arms and \vaists of some are clutched by women as tattered and bare-footed
as themselves. They pass on.
The Retreat continues. More of rom ana's Spanish limp along in
disorder ; then enters a miscellaneous group of English cavalry soldiers, some
on foot, some mounted, the rearmost of the latter bestriding a shoeless
, foundered creature whose neck is vertebras and mane only. While passing
it falls from exhaustion ; the trooper extricates himself and pistols the
animal through the head. He and the rest pass on.
FIRST deserter (a new plashing of feet being heard)
,    Here's something more  in  order, or I am much  mistaken.
* (He cranes out.)    Yes, a sergeant of the Forty-third, and what's
left of their second battalion.    And, by God, not far behind I see
shining helmets.    'Tis a whole squadron of French dragoons !
Enter the sergeant. He has a racking cough, but endeavours, by stiffening
himself up, to hide how it is wasting away his life. He halts, and looks
back, till the remains of the Forty-third are abreast, to the number of some
three hundred, about half of whom are crippled invalids, the other half
being presentable and armed soldiery.
sergeant
Now show yer nerve, and be men. If you die to-day you
won't have to die to-morrow. Fall in ! (The miscellany falls in.)
All invalids and men without arms march ahead as well as they
can. Quick—maw-w-w-ch 1 (Exeunt invalids, etc.) Now ! Tendon!
Shoulder-r-r-r—fawlocks ! (Order obeyed.)
The sergeant hastily forms these into platoons, who prime and load, and
seem preteraaturally changed from what they were into alert soldiers.
Enter French dragoons at the left-back of the scene.    The rear platoon of

